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NOW WE SHAN’T BE LONG! 


“ Quite the most interesting feature of the Cattle Show was Poor Papa's famous bullock, Roarer ; bred upon the Mildew Court estates, and brought to tts 
condition of ponderous corpulency on the laugh and grow fat principle. The animal simply romped away with any amount of prizes and gold medals, and Dad 
very naturally availed himself of the splendid opportunity to advertise his forthcoming ‘Christmas Holidays,’ which will be published on Monday nert, 
December 7th. It’s really a most startling twopennyworth, and Hal Ludlow's plate, ‘Boxing Night at the Friv., is simply too sweet for anything.” ——Toortsig, 


THE REASON. BUT WHERE DID HE COME INP 
THE STRANGE AND UNACCOUNTABLE LIFE 


OF DANIEL DANCER, ESQUIRE, GENT, 
WHO DIED IN A SACK, THOUGH WORTH 
UPWARDS OF £3000 A YEAR. 


—— 


Mr. DANCER, who died in 1794. in his saventy-eighth year, 
at his residence, a miserable hovel near Harrow-on-the-Hill, 
appears to have been an extremely unpleasant old gentleman, 

For a great many years Miss Dancer kept her brother 
company, and wandered about the fields and lanes in 
miserable rags, tied together with a ravelling of hemp. She 
carried with her, on these occasions, a broumstick or a 
pitchfork to check auch daring marauders as had 
audacity to intrude on her brother's grounds, She also 
often wore a min‘s hat and coat, of which 1 os:ibly a neigh- 
bour's scarecrow had been robbed. The food of the brother 
and sister consisted of three pounds of “sticking of beef,” 
and fourteen hard boiled dumplings a week. “Half a 
bullock’s head and a few stale trotters,” we are told, “ made 
broth for weeks, and this was sometimes rendered savoury 
by the addition of a few picked bones that Daniel or Miss 
Daneer gathered during their walks, thereby depriving sume 
poor dog or other of its dinner.” 
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Englishman, 1 haven't seen a kilt since I 

arrived, : . ‘ ae : ; They also gathered sticks and ecraps of wood for firing, 

Scotchman, No ; because the English tourists John (famished, fram the City). Great sqnawks | is this a‘l there is to eat? and siray raga that came in handy to mend their clothes, 

have av’ gone hame. Wifey-Pifey. That's all, dear; Vim econotmnising, you know, for a eealskin jacket. Une day, on the adjacent common, Dan discovered a sheep 
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that had died of disense, its owner having neglected to remove 
the body. D. Dancer, Esq., Gent, watched his opportunity, and 
bore the prize to his lair, aud great were the consequent rejoicings. 

But at length, somehow, in spite of these delicacies, Miss Dancer 
fell ill, Her brother was importuned to obtain medical aid. 
“Why should 1,” inquired the worthy man, * waste my money in 
wickedly and wantonly trying to oppose the will of God?) If she 
has come to her latter end, nothing can save her, and she may as 
well die now us at any other time.” 

Daniel was not, perhaps, a mode! nurse, Finding that his sister 
did not take too kindly in her weak state to the sticking of 
aud cold dumplings, he decided that if she didn’t like it she 
could go without. and the unfortunate woman who was posse 
of more than £2000, would) have died of starvation had not a 
certain Lady Tempest, a relation, to whom she intended to leave 
this money, come forward and supplied her with necessaries, 

Miss Dancer, however, died without making a will, and two 
brothers of Mr. Dancer's went to law with him,und Dan recovered 
£1040 of his sixter’s fortune as the price of her board and lodging 
for thirty years at thirty pounds per annum, and one hundred 
pounds for the last two years, nnd this charge he declared to be 
very reasonable, as during that time she had done nothing but eat 
and lie in bed. The remainder of the money after these deductions 
was equally divided between the three loving brothere. 

Mr. D. was not always fortunate in his law suits, His idea of 
the use of linen was to buy one shirt a year and wear it out. His 
price for this luxury was half-a-crown. A woman with whom, in 
this lavish style, he had dealt with for years, suddenly sent ina 
bill for three shillings. He naturally resisted this exorbitant 
charge, but the case went against him, and his costs amounted to 
four and sixpence. After this he said he had had enough of linen. 

During his last illness he was found lying in an old sack which 
came up to his chin, and under his head was some litter straw. 
He would neither waste coal nor fire. When he was dead the 
sho were searched, and two thousand tive hundred pounds 

und in a manure heap. Gold and notes were hidden every where, 
inost of which, let us hone: reached his heiress, Lady Temple but 
the temptation of the searchers must have been great. 


BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 


ANNOTATED BY ALEXANDRY. THE BLOODLESS Boy. 


CHAPTER II.—( Continued.) 

STILL the hinges of the door of the crawly cupboard continue 
to creak. Still the door slowly opens. Billiam has endeavoured 
to climb up the chimney, but has returned a blacker if no leas 
dauntless boy. Tbe cupboard door is now wide enough open for 
us to see the inside. Merciful Heavens! * * * * Suspended to 
what may once have been a harmless hat-peg is a grizzly skeleton, 
to which are attached a few fluttering rags. The appearance of the 
eyeless skull is too hideous for description, Whilst with gnashing 
teeth and knocking knees we gaze upon it, the right leg of the 
skeleton drops off with a dismal crash, and the bones spread like 
marbles on the floor. Transtixed with horror we gaze upon the 
awful object. Whit next! 


TO CORRESPONDENTS, 
—— 
°.° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ish envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Very many thanks, A Reaper, For your kindly meant advice. 
You can have them all, ¥. ALLEN, At the ordinary price, Not 
now, we thank you, TOFFLES. Glad to hear it, H. 8. J. 
ALLY cannot tell you, MURKY, How a scheme like that would 
pay. Cannot spare the space, M188 BARRETT. Weeks ago we 
oe G, YeseEe Scarcely serivus, ECCENTRIC ; One of SLOPER'S 
itt rks, 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulativn of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 


3 monthe, 18. 8d.; 6 months, 36. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
dn Stamps or P.0.0.'8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SL.OPERiEs,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLERT STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 
——— 
NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-hin of ony Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall hanes to meet 
with his or her death ina Itailway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current rssue of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF- 
Houipay” be gd upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance laste, one week from that time, capiring at 9 o'clock the 


Sollowing Wednesday morning. 


———_1>—__——— 


ECHOES FROM THE “FRIV.” 


“Well, they say ‘Love is blind.’” “Oh, that's right enough. 
Mine was when he came to fetch me from the theatre last 
night.” 

SS 
MY DAUGHTER LEARNED TO COOK. 


WE used to have old-fashioned things like cabbages and areens, 

We used to have old-fashioned soups made out of beef and beans 

But now it’s bewillon, consommeé and plats made from a book— 

And pete Marmite and Julienne since wy daughter learned to 
cook. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


©.° To celebrate Queen Victoria's Reign, the longest in English 
History, Miss Tootsie Sloper is now designing the 
KINGS AXD QUEENS OF ENGLAND COSTUMES. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 658.—The “ Edward II.” Costume. 


“That's one o’ them noo haughty-cars, Bill, as goes by 
paraffin hoil!” : 


“Your moustache isn't coming on so well as I expected, sir?” 
“No; you see I can’t keep from biting it off inside.” 


Tootsie’s maid, a sweet 
girl of sixteen; though 
born of humble parents, her 
roul soars far above a fried 
fish supper. She wants her 
natives and fizz or nothing. 


“ Ewe look a bit sheepish, old 
man.” “ And I see as’vw you're 


pig-headed.” 
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| Saturday, December 5, 1896, 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


Mr. Secdiblack, The neighbourhood seems fairly healthy, y.,, 
said ; “Good opening for an undertaker.” ue 
Agent. That's so; and there's a couple of young doctors so: 
practice here within the last two months! What more dy , 


want! os 
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Robinson, Well, old man, how are you getting on? Got an; 
thing to do yet? Did youcall upon Goodman, as I advise: \,,,: 
What did he say? aaeu 

Owterwork, He said that times were very bad, but that . 
as coon as he heard of a job which he didn’t want hime); j,, 

vould let me know. *° s 
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THE newspaper sheets may be filled to the brim 
With screeds that are written to please the élite: 
But the newspapers sink, or the newspapers swim, 
On the strength of the voice of “the man in the stre.;'" 


To procure him the pe of boxes and stalls, 
The tragedian all his high arts may employ : 
But the tragedy runs, or the tragedy falls, 
On the strength of the voice of “the gallery boy !” 
ss 


s 
First Cyclist, Hallo, Joe, come another downer? Shall | he'p 
you on again ; 
Second Cyclist (learn‘ng). No thanks, old chap, you ride o» 
I've got at least another five minutes’ swearing to do. i 
ss 


a 
Young Sharpshins. What is the etiquette of the Bar, dad ? 
Old ee Never to rap on the counter, to call te 
barmaid “ Miss," and to give her your button-hole, with com;/i. 
ments, if she admires it. *° 


Charming Widow (showin, album). If you turn over leaf son 
will eee a picture of my poor husband's grave. 
_ Friend. I am afraid you've made some mistake. dear, this looks 
like a photograph of a big tiger disappearing into the jungle. 
Charming Widow. Yes, dear, that is the grave. And it cost me 
fifty rupees to get a man to take it. 
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IT’S A GREAT BIG SHAME. 


“Ifthe Lord Mayor'sa lord, why ain’t ‘e in the ‘Ouse o' Lords?” 


—~—— 


FREE AMERICA. 

Co.uMBIA, the land of liberty, we salute you. Columbia, the 
land of freedom, we bow down to you. Hail, Columbia! Land of 
the blest and free! 

At least, that is what we used to sweetly carol. That is what 
free-born Yankees would have us adopt by way of an adoration 
anthem. That is what they would like us to think over here vn 
this side of the Herring Pond. But—— 

In England on Sundays an urban dweller may only acquire 
liquid of an alcoholic nature between the hours of one and three 
and from six until eleven. Be he a liver in London requiring 
refreshment of a fluid character during prohibited hours, he must 
drive or walk three miles from_his sleeping chamber. The 
Bull and Bush, at Hampstead Heath, may useful to him. 
Ditte the Crown, at Cricklewood ; détto sundry hostelries on 
the Streatham road. But in London proper there are seven hours 
of the day wherein he may imbibe aught that seems agreeable to his 
palate. In Scotland, things are different. Try Glasgow, and then 
use bad language. After that, listen to our story. 

In New York, Capital of the Free People, there is a law com- 
pelling the closing of all drinking houses except “hotels,” and 
thay are allowed to fay eight hundred dollars a year for the 
privilege of supplying drink to thirsty souls, but—a very big but— 
t is necessary for a drinker to purchase food before he can be 
supplied with his drink. Now, it is not everybody that can eat a 
steak whilst consuming a sherry and bitters. The appetite cannot 
keep pace with the thirst, That makes no difference. You must 
eat, or you cannot drink, ALLY would be a fat man if he lived in 
New York un Sundays, and had a meal with every “go” of 
“ Unsweetened.” 

There was a bar called the “Soaring Eagle” just off Thirty- 
Fifth Street, in New York. One special Sunday a thirsty 
inhabitant dropped in and ordered a schooner of lager. It ws 
brought, and with it came a sandwich. The two delicacies were 
placed in front of the customer. ; 

in a moment or two came in another guest. He ordered a drink. 
and was supplied. The sandwich was removed from the previous 
visitor, but the plate was left, and a few crumbs were shaken upon 
that plate. That was proof that he had fed, in case the revenue 
folks came in. The idea was carried through in every case. The 
last comer always had that sandwich placed in front of him. aud 
directly a new comer arrived the sandwich was passed on, anda 
few crumbs were left upon the plate of the penultimate visitor 
That is how American bar-keepers evade the letter and the spirit 
vss we ee It is such a “free” country, when you come to 
know it. 

On this particular Sunday morning all went merry as a marriaze 
bell. Aw ole crowd came in, and the solitary sandwich made an 
unusually lively pilgrimage from customer to customer. 

Until a tramp came in, seized that sandwich, and gulped it down 
quickly. There was one wild shriek, but it could not be helped. 

here was no “ food” left in the place, so they had to close the bar. 


989i PER BOX (50 PILLS. 


SLOPER’S PILLS 
Cure Liver Complaint, Headache and all Stomach Troubles. 


(F YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND Op. In STAMPS TO 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fieet St., Loncon, E.¢. 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 


Saturday. December 5, 1896.} 
TOOTSIE AMONG THE ELEPHANTS. 


—_—— 

ELEPHANTS in the very early times were trained for war. To 
every elephant of the Maccabees, (whoever those gentlemen might 
have been) were appointed 1000 soldiers clad in steel armour and 
700 horses, and on the elephant’s back was a strong tower made of 


lM 
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Mr. CHARLES HAWTREY, 


wood. The first owner of the Elephant and Castle at Newington 


Lady Gwendoline Ogden: 
Miss Compton, 


Lutts was possibly _ Maccabee, and a busy. The tirst lessee of 
the Elephant and Castle Theatre whose name was E. T, Smith, 
lived in a curiously uncomfortable round-tower-shaped house 
at Kennington Common. The elephants of the army of 
Antiochus were provoked to combat by the exhibition of the 
blood of grapesand mulberries. The first elephant seen in England 
is said to have been of enormous size, and bones (possibly his) 
have been discovered spread about different parts of England. 
Ciesar brought one to our shores which we are told “terrified the 
inhabitants greatly.” One of the most —¥ elephants of 
modern times was named Barnum, and was purchased for 
exhibition in America by Mr. Jumbo, whose Alice took 
the gate-money. Mr. Jumbo is also to have bought 
Shakespeare's birthplace at Bankside and Lge built with its 
bricks a happily-named theatre at Lavender Hill, whereat, let us 
. a trust, the Bard’s produc- 
tions will never per- 
formed until the happy 
name is changed. This, 
by the way, is a preface to 
a few casual remarks 
respecting A White Ele. 
pent at the Comedy 
heatre and is, you may 
observe, in_ respectful 
imitation of the modern 
criticism, and lends to it 
an erudite air. 

The new piece is de- 
cidedly funny, and though 
{ observe our critical 
friends find it to “lack 
harmony,” it will, no 
doubt, attract playgoers 
for some little time to 
come, for it contains two 
female characters imagined 
—and depicted by Miss 
Compton and Mrs. Charles 
Calvert — with delightful 
humour: her limp lady- 
ship, Gwendoline, and 
poor, dear Jauncy. To 
them must be added a kind 
of fatal “13th” among the 
list of characters who very 
merrily rattles up and 
upsets the other dozen, 
and tis played, of course, 
to perfection by Miss 
Lottie Venne. Charles 
Hawirey, though he has 
not as good a part as usual, acts with much spirit ; and William 
F, is great; Charles Brookfield and Eric Lewis are also capital ; 
and Mr. Carton’s, the author's, dialogue causes shouts of laughter. 
But who fixed up the play bill? Why was the piece called a 2 
Managers. authors. and actors seem to follow one another like 
sheep. Why are three-act comic pieces now all called fercae sed 
why a while ago were they once all called farcical comedies ? Why 
are melodramatic theatres called Lyric? What is the meaning of 
Vaudeville? What is the meaning of Shakespeare ? 
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SLOPER’S ANCESTORS, 
No. 41, 


fii 
i i 


Mrs. Curus Dowker: 
Miss LOTTIE VENNE, 


BRUMMELL BUONAPARTE SLOPER,. 
Born 1786, D1EpD From SHOCK, 1814. 
From the painting by A. C. Gow, R.A., at Dr. Barnado's Home. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


UP-TO-DATE. 

THE guard's whistle sounded, the engine's shrieks echoed it, and 
once again the train was in motion. 

“It's wonderful what they can do nowadays, sir,” said the 
young man with the mischievous leer on his face, who had got in 
ut Orpington. 

“To what do you refer, sir?" said the elderly gentleman, who 
had come from Chelstield. 

“ A little advertisement that just caught my eye in The Morning, 
sir, Firm in Regent Street offering real porpoise-hide boots, le 
to measure, seventeen and six a pair.” 

The old gentleman turned the matter over in his mind for a 
moment, and then remarked, quite meekly : 

oS Realiy, 1 don’t see anything very remarkable in that. Porpoise- 
hide boots only cost a guinea a pair when | was a mere boy, and 
that’s fifty years ago.” 

“ But, my dear sir, I haven't told you all,” continued the young 
Orpeatonten, with an unsmothered chuckle. “You have ouly to 
call in at this shop and pick out your own porpoise—they’re all 
swimmin’ about and blowin’ in an artificial pond back o’ the shop. 
You just say ‘This one,’ or ‘That one'—chap with harpoon 
harpoons it, hauls it out, kills it, skins it, dries Te. you your 
seventeen and six, and walk away in the new rnclae-duile ts, 
and leave the old ‘uns to have the heels set up fe 

The old gentleman regarded the grinning Orpingtonian curiously 
over the tops of his folding-glasses for a few seconds; then he 
said ; “ May I ask where you lunch, when in the City?” 

“Oh, cig, Anywhere between Newgate Street and—say 
the Poultry. Why?” 

“Because it is obvious to me that you know nothing of the 
establishment J patronise—the Humane Economic Restaurant, in 
‘iar oan Street.” . fee : nail 

@ young man who came from Orpington to admit, rather 
foolishly, that he hadn't even heard of it. Ms 

“No,” said the old’un from Chelsfield ; “ but it’s a great idea, all 
the same. It was poser by several influential chicken-farmers 
round the part of Kent I've come from. There's nothing ve: 
extraordinary about the restaurant itself, but at the back of it 
there's a gigantic poultry-run. All the diner or luncher is asked 
to do is step out behind and select his own bird—any eatable bird 
known, from a turkey toa lark. _It is enticed by kind words—no 
brutal harpooning, y'’see—to a little pigeon-hole at the end of the 
run, through which it sees some food of a kind specially prepared 
to attract it. The instant it pore its head through the hole a 
guillotine falls—hey, presto !—the bird is decapitated without any 
brutal wringing of the neck. That’s where the humanity comes 
in! You eat your lunch there regularly—incomparably—and on 
Saturday you receive a free gift of a feather bolster. That's where 
the economy crops up! Aha!—London Bridge—I nlight here. 
Good morning!” The train fot nearly into Cannon Street before 
the ime Orpingtonian could recover his speech. 

“T do believe the whole thing's a gigantic lie!" he gasped. 


NOT IN FAVOUR OF THE CUSTOMER, 


Moggins (‘ooking at figure of Justiec). She’olds 'em cussed level ; 
don’t ever give ‘em a bit of a turn. p 
Smoggins. Don't she. W’y I've on’y jest finished a turn o siz 
months ‘ard she guv me. 
ee 


POEMS ON PARAGRAPHS. 
No. 23.—“*A BooN AND A BLESSING.” 


[u From all I bear, the Number will be tte most remarkable twopennyworth 
ever printal.”"—Toorsi£ on “ALLY SLOPEK'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS.”] 


GLoomy December, since first you came, 

Your eyes have gleamed with a glowering flame 

To think how your weather, so drear, severe, 

Would constrain our hearts to be void of cheer— 
But your optics in vain have glinted ! 

From your seventh glad day to your thirty-first 

You will hear no sound but the laughter-burst 

From a million throats, as, with placid zest, 

We revel at ease in by far the best 
Twopennyworth ever printed ! 


Woebegone Want, you have hemmed usin, 

And a whisper has oozed from your lips so thin= 

A tale that our souls shall be alldenied 

Of all vestige of bliss through the winter-tide ; 
But your hint has been falsely hinted ! 

Though you hold our forms in an icy clasp, 

Though your grip be a vicious and vice-like grasp, 

Yet, by hook or crook, we will e’en invest 

Eight hard-won farthings in far the best 
Twopennyworth ever printed ! 


Burden of Life, you are hard to bear ! ‘ 

And the heart and the brain that are big with care 

Grow sick of their weird in the rayless gloom, 

And our thoughts to the peace of the toilless tomb 
Too oft have ea eip | sprinted. 

Yet lighter the Burden of Life shall wax, 

And the half of it roll from our jaded backs— 

And a genial gleam on our souls oppressed 

Shall glow—at the spell of by far the best 
Twopenny worth ever printed ! 


SLoPER, good SLOPER, accept the thanks 
Of your friends of all agea, all creeds, all ranks, 
For the lessons of hope and of faith you teach 
When, as Christmas nears, you your hand out-reach 
With its budyet of mirth unstinted! — 
For a quickened throb is in pulse and brain— ; 
And fresh blood flows warm through the frigid vein— 
And we wage Life's war with a new-found zest— 
When we rise from perusing that brightest, best 
Of twopennyworths ever printed ! 
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A STAMP-EDE-ICT. 


(The usual penny grey stamp is now considered bad form. Two halfpenny red 
ones are now used in order to add a little “ brightness" to life !) 
‘TWOULD seem that Dame 

Fashion (the fickle) de- 
. Crees 
That, instead of the penny 
grey stamp, 
envelopes, henceforth 
you'll have, if you please, 
Another new habit to vamp, 
In fact, to be candid, 
A new plan's now handed, 
By which all grey-stamp- 
ng 
wil seem but mere ramp- 
ng! 
Two halfpenny “reds” is the 
a la mode wheeze! 


But a serious outlook this 
fad doth now show— 
For not only will “swagger” 
: folks sneer 
If you don't use two halfpenny “ reds” (comme il faut )— 
ut you might vex your very own “dear” | 
‘or she may (as abore shown) 
Believe you've no lore shown, 
And scorn your fond letter, 
As snapping love's fetter, 
If én it no halfpeuny “reds " should appear! 


For 


—1—_—_—— 


AT BRIGHTON. 


“Oh—er—could I have a double-bedded room for myself and 
my motorcar?” 


A MEAN SUBTERFUGE. 


The middle-aged man with the festoons of mud round the 
bottoms of his trousers finished perusing the Globe, handed it back 
to the barmaid, and remarked : 

“Blamed idiots, some o’ these Yankee fellers are; hang me if 
they ain't!” 

“What's the matter with 'em now?” enquired a philosopher who 
was trying with a tankard to mash a miserable beer-drenched 
cockroach that had incautiously ventured along the sloppy bar. 

“Why the bets they’ve some of ‘em made over the Presidential 
election. One. a bank-manager, bet that he’d polish his own boots 
for a week if McKinley got in ; another,a clerk, bet that he'd leave 
his native country and become a waniterer on the face of the 
earth if the same thing happened ; and another, a tailor, that he 
would neither wear a hat nor get his hair cut for three months if 
Mr. La Ape got beaten—which he did, easy !"" 

O 1, an’ what of it?" exclaimed the old fellow in the corner 
with the water-brushed top hat. “My uncle Biancus, as good a 
man as ever drew breath in Islin'ton, always betted that way! 
Why, aes on to thirty vears ago he made a bet with a man that 
he wouldn't have his hair cut or singed for a year if Pero Gomez 
didn’t win the Derby.” 

Se le it didn’t,” grunted the cockroach-masher. ‘“ Pretender 
tit.” 

“ Just so,” assented the old ‘un ; “and my uncle Biancus lost his 


“I should think he looked a bit of a guy afore the year was mu 
didn't he?” asked the gentleman with the mud-embroide: 


3. 

“Deuce a bit did he!” laughed the wily veteran, “ You can 
your bottom bob my Uncle Biancus never made a bet unless he 

t several shades the best of it! He stood to win ten pounds and 
a nothink !"” . . 

“ How do you make that out?” cried half a dozen voices, in 
a chorus, 

“Why, yer fat-headed chumps!” sneered the septuegenarian 
nephew, “my uncle Biancus hadn't got no hair: he was balder 
than a glass marble!” 

Fortunately for him he made the door before a shower of pipe- 
stems, match-stands and chunks of coal reached him. 


—— 


GIRLS UNCLE BOFFIN'S ADVISED. 
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Unele said when heasked her to comeand play at musical chairs, 
he never dreamt for a moment she'd weigh in as she did, It was a 
pleasant surprise, though, for dcur old Bott. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, December 5, 1695, 
© .° Mise Sloper will be delighted to reesive photo. HE GOT IT HOT. 
wae of her Jriends whose portraits 


s 
graphs from t 
duce not yet been inserted, 

TOOTSIE'S FRIBNDS. 


She. Oh ! no, T never carry a fan with me. 
8'pose you can take yow 


Me, Er—quite unn Ea | 
tecth out and fan yourself with them ? 
SOLD AGAIN, 


(1) As the New Photography develops we may find process 
servers supplied with a penetrative camera, When he calls, of 
course you are not at hume! But——(2) His camera reveals 


the 
GEE UP, NEDDY. 


s beg yer pardon, mister, sould 


No. 471.—Miss Dotty ETcuwortn. 
“ A priceless prize for him who gains her love.” ; 
= “i alt Dook Snook, A i 
Boy (with engaging accent). 
‘Lord Bub yer tell me what them fish are 
—L0re Lud, Fishmonger. Them ?—them's smeits, m'boy ! 
Boy ( preparing for fight). Fort so! [smelt ‘em as I turned 
corner 


“Oh! that she would return this heart's affection!” 


“No hope have I, yet madly I adore her.” 
—The Hon, Billy. 


INIQUITY PUNISHED. 


“Talk cael hee motors—why they ain't in it nlong o’ my 
motor-moke, with his ‘lectric-lighted eves an’ his guidin’ switch 
tail! An’ no chance o’ bein’ copped for cruelty to animals, 


neither; kim up there '” 
THE LAIRD’S 


Uy > 


Wty 


(2) When McSwine said, with emphasis, “ Laird, the temptation was muir than ony man could stand.” 
CHECK PATE, 


QUITE OUT OF THE RUNNING. 


(1) The Laird was threatening the Elder in a dreadful fashion—— 


IT ENCOURAGED HIM. 


“You have given me an awfully larce cucen. 
“Yeth; but never mind, | only want a little chey* 


frum you, sir.” 


Aw—beastly cheek! Wh-a-a-t? 
Duckie Diddium, Oh! nobody yeu need be jealous of, stupid boy! Only my 


Lord Adaletop, Who was the—law—boundah, whose face you smacked when he 
tried to kiss you. 


hu: 


“What makes you think you may be an R.A. 
some day?” “The critics have beenso down on my 


lust two pictures. In fact, they say | know nothiug 


about art. 
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ye 
a 


“Swe a - 


Cecil. club. Chairnerq- 


y~ “4 
—h. Wheel anes. 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


In India the recent rain Is sending down the price of grain:—Balfour and Kipling wine and grub As “chair” and “vice” at Cecil Clid :—= 
The Palace starts this week, you know, Another monster cycle show:—Amazed the world will stand, no doubt, When this twopennyworth comes out :--His 


Honour's words of wisdom bring About a very. happy thing :—You may behold, above, the way, The Belvoir hunted t'other day:—‘ A Christmas Carol” 
Bancroft reads, He's full of charitable deeds —-THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


ONE OF THE LITTLE DRAWBACKS. 


Vegetarian Lecturer, \ say. tet every man have a 
stake in the country. 

A dowee, Garw! why, jest naow yew save. let 
ecery man lice on wegetabls! [Great uproar, 


“T don't like pa’s porta bit.’ “No, and T don't 
care for his brandy, Doosid beastly what a fellow 
has to put up with, nowadays!’ 


“Have a cigar, old man?” “Thanks, no; I've 
not been smoking lately.” “Come and have a 
drink, then?” © Teetotaler.”” “Oh! hang it all, 

“Ab! mamzelle, we Freneh are vary inquisitife— F fl ; . you must have something!" Well, since you are 
we like to see exerting.” “so c paeecd (ase “Why, where's your wife, Mr. Goslow 2° Well, think shell arrive soon, She FO pressing, what say to half-adozen yairs of 
night at the Mou'in Rouge.” Came in a motercar, and the man couldn't stop it—like John Gilpiu, you know.” bootlaces ?” 


ele a ee sp 


-, 


390 
ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—_—— 


MonDay next, impatient reader, Monday next, December 7th, 


partic You've a day or two to wait 
i sd he cian ’ pa fig and the very 


reatest. triumph 
fa comic illus- 
trated journalism 
will be yours for 
the wholly insig- 
nificant sum of 
two d, Just 
3 hink Ras it! 

went: ig pages 
chockful of fun- 
ny and charming 
drawings, replete 
with innumerable 
seasonable 


A: Sloper's 
Xraas Holioays 


= 
SS stories, jokes and 
VLAa verses, including 
eye a comic song 
(ES Ne ge Y\ and (Uiecrsg 
~ d page .  2e8, 
figs t thoes no doubt 


about it at all. 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S 
CHRISTMAS 
Houipays” will 
fairly make crea- 
tion sit up and 
a 


THE Moss-Grown Musician has thia day conferred the “ Award 
of Merit” upon Miss JESSIE MACLACHLAN, because she's a 
Jamous Scottish vocalist. “ ane yer are, feyther,” remarked 
the Blue-Orbed Alto, approvingly ; “Jessie's a prime favourite 
throughout the Land o’ and when she warbled her Gaelic 
songs afore the Queen, 'Er apety couldn't make enough fuss 
of ‘er. I never thought, Old 'Un, as you knew so much about 
music ; if it was now, I—.” But the Antiquated waited to 
hear no more. He telt it would be unflattering, eo taking Alex- 
audry gently but firmly by the ear he Jed him tothe head of the 
kitchen stairs and kicked him neatly into the lower regions. 

ss 


A CELEBRATED London physician once said to Ally that he 
was bag ox orp drunken, that his rnorals were flimsy, and that 
it was doubtful whether he ever paid his debts; at the same time 
he felt that he was a real gentleman, and une of Nature's noblemen, 
There is no doubt the Fabric is liked. 

ss 


se 
Hope has fled from the St. James's. No, no; don't misunder- 
stand us, pray. We allude not to any dire theatrical catastrophe 
in the house over 
whose destinies 


Prisoner of 
Zenda has at 
length been re- < 
leased from cap- 

tivity there. And 
now the talented 
manager is 
giving Shake- 


Jt will be played 
at a bool of * 
matinées with 
Mr, Alexander as 
Orlando. Go 
ye there and 
see! ** 


THE First An- 
nual Dinner of 
the Camden 
Press Cricket 
Club was held at 
the Edinburgh 
Castle, Mereingion Road, N.W., last Saturday. Mr. Charles Dalziel 
was in the chair, and a pleasant atmosphere of festivity and 
fellowship hung about the whole evening. The unavoidable 
absence of the Mildewed One was made up for by his spiritual 
tafluence and blessing, which had been sent per motorcar, 


GEORGE Conquest, in the palmy dars of his acrobatic business 
at the old Grecian, used to hurt himself terribly sometimes as he 
came th the traps. Ally remembers one night, many years 

in his ing-room, saying, “I suppose you generally have 

a bit of gold-beater’s skin sticking to ae Ee of your anatomy, 
George?” In a moment Conquest ba his right lez, an 

exhibited a be ra that might have been done with a saw first and 

satel ot dose Bats oud Ua slay a asa 
ly?” enqui eorge. But the Un t say anythin 

He hed fainted. °s sara 


THINGS are going very strong indeed at the Tivoli. The Ageéd 
looked in there for an hour or so the other evening and found the 
usual crowded house, 
and a monster pro- 
gtamme of no less than 
twenty - eight turns. 
Sees a 
po} vou! an 
hrished artiste, Bessie 
Wentworth. Her“ Fas- 
cinating rong song is 

ly great busines: 

roars of deli, hted 
ap rewarded her 
efforts. Dan Leno sang 


which ought to be 
pegeler, and Geo. 
obey, Bransby Wil- 
liams, Marzella, 
Eugene Stratton, and 


omapey Maggie Duggan 
contribut rgely to- 
wards the evening's 


fun. as 
2 


WHEN in residence 
at Hampstead the 
F.O.M. gets his sau- 
sages in the High 
Street. A little while 
ago he had occasion to 
complain of their 

uality, and the worthy shopkeeper said, “ Well, Mr. SLOPER. 
they re the same as we supply to His Grace the Duke of 
Norfolk, and he doesn't complain.” Whereat A. Sloper gasped. 
“Great Arundel Castle! 1 know more about snosingers than the 
Dook o’ Norfolk.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
WARRANTED. 


au a eis 

O’Sparins, Well, it’s deuced lucky the Reverend 
gintleman what's jist bought you, didn’t see you 
done that, my beauty! and you quiet to roide and 
droive, too, be jabers! 


Clive. Do 
Dorothy. 


— 


FARES WOT I'VE DROVE. 
(THE CONFIDENCES OF BADGE 00,951.) 
( Continued.) 

“WELL, yes, guv'nor, I ‘ave found a goodish few things in my 
keb, take He all in all, and a very rummy collection they'd make, 
too, if I could think of ’em all. But, lor’, it'd puzz'!e me now to 
make a list of ‘arf, that it would, though there's one or two things 
as, in course, yer ‘appen to remember better than others. 

“No, 1 can't say ax I ever found anything werry startlin’ except 
once ; but that was quite enough to larst me, sir; [ ain't pined for 
nothin’ sensational since. . a 

“I'd picked up a young chap near Charing Cross and drove ‘im 
toa ‘ouse in Bloomsbury Square. Next fare J gets is a old lady, 
who tells me to go slowly ‘cos she’s nervous and gota bad ‘eart. 
Afore I'd got more’n a few ‘undred yards, blest if she don’t start a 
yellin’ and screechin’ fit to wake the dead. ‘Wot's up, mum,’ I 
arske, pullin’ up and lookin’ down the trap; but she only goes on 
screaming worse than ever, and in about two jiffs there was a 
regler Lord Mayor's crowd round us, and ‘arf-n-dozen coppers 
fightin’ their way through it to find out what all the shindy was 


about. 

“Well, sir, by the time they reached her, the old gal had gone 
orf in a dead faint ; and it didn’t take long to see what the reason 
was neither. On the floor was 1 'uman ‘and and arm chopped ort 
at the elber,and the bloodstained paper and bandages wot it'd 
bin wrapped up in. The young gent, we found out, was a 1 
student, and was just takin’ ‘ome ‘is little present from the 
orspital, where they'd ‘ad some hamputation jobs on. 

“Served the old lady right for opening the parcel, didn’t it? 
She didn’t ought to ‘ave bin too inquisitive. : 

* Old Joe Williams, Cherry-Nosed Joe as we used to call ‘im, 'e 
’ad a nice little hexperience once, ’e did. Chap gets out and leaves 
a parcel in ‘is keb one night, and, bein’ late, Joe didn’t trouble for 
to drive to the Yard with it, but takes it ‘ome with ‘im intendin’ 
to ’and it over to the police next mornin’, which 'e does. Same 
evenin’ ’e gets the word as they wants to see ‘im werry partic'lar 
indeed, and when ‘e gits there they shows ‘im into the Chief 
Inspector's room, where there was several coves all lookin’ solemn 
asowls. Well, arfter they'd turned ‘im inside out with all manner 
of questions about the cove as ‘ad left the parcel, they tell ‘im ‘e 


can go, 

“*Wot's it all about, gentlemen,’ says Joe. ‘I ain't nowise to 
blame, I 'opes ; 1 didn’t keep it no longer than I could ‘elp.’ 

“*And a very lucky thing for you, my man, you didn't,’ says 
the Inspector. ‘In ery a little under another hour that parcel 
would have blown half your street into kingdom come. You'd 

¢ not delay more than you can help next time you find an 
infernal machine in your keb.’ 

“ Poor old Joe, it did give ‘im a turn to think as ’e’d bin dozin’ 
snug and quiet in ‘is bed, while the blessed thing was a tickin’ on 
downstairs, timed to go orf and scatter 'im into little bits all over 
a city. Se never took nothin’ ‘ome with 'im agin arfter that, I 

er, sir. 

“ Then there was Jim ‘Arrison ‘ad a lesson in not ‘andin’ over ‘is 


findin’s prompt. Can't stay and ‘ear it to-night, sir? Very well, 


next time l see you. Blest if { can ‘elp larfing when I think of it, 
(Zo be continued next week.) 


—— 


A CONTRADICTION. 


even now.” 


Wife of his Bosom, Then he said you were a bare-faced liar. 

Abinadad, Oh! and of course you contradicted him? 

Wife of his Bosom, Course 1 did!) Why, you've got more hair 
on yer face than anybody in th’ town, I said to him, “ You're 
another,” I said ; just like that / 


eS eed 


SCANDAL. 


Mra. Jones, Wotever do youthink, Mrs.Smith? That there Mrz. 
Stuck-up tells me as how her husband is agoing to get her a box at 
the opera so as she can hear all the latest airs, 

Mra. Smith (with withering sarcasm), She don't want for that. 
‘Eaven knows she gives ‘erzelf airs enough as it is. 


(Saturday, December 5, 1905, 
A FINE DISTINCTION. 


y 


Pa think your father objects to me on the score of my debts? 
h! not at all, dear. It's on account of your inability to pay ther, 


———— 


JELLIBAG’'S LITTLE RUSE. 

WHo was the Johnnie who remarked, “It is given to no man to 
be completely happy”? Whatever his name was he got right on 
the spot with that observation, 

The casual observer now, 
might have well imagined that 
the existence of Pottleton J.-!1i- 

, Esq., was one of unruttled 
serenity. A young, charming 
and accomplished bride, a com. 
fortable fortune, and a liver 
that behaves itself, if not abso. 
lutely outraged, are surely b).-:- 
sings of which any man the 
wrens side of sixty should 
consider himself fortunate to 


possesa, 

All these had Pottleton Jelli 
bag, Esq., but, as they omit tu 
say in the classics, “still he was 
not happy.” The Green-Eyed 
Monster was ever at his elbuw, 
and it was in a fierce unreason- 
ing jealousy of his lovely wife 
that he fretted out his declining 
years. 

Was it justified ? Well now, 
really, you mustn't ask us questions like that. It isn't fair. Tie 
lady was handsome and fascinating. She had, naturally. miuy 
admirera, and—well women srili tlirt just a wee bit when thes get 
the chance. It’s nature. 

But Pottleton Jellibag was not inclined to look with indulgent 
or unsuspicious eye upon any little shortcomings in this respeci. 
He passed his days in a series of indiznant fumings over imaginary 
wrongs; at night he dreamed of naught but divorces and judicial 
separations. It was gradually wearing him to a shadow. 

e felt he must obtain proof. But how? Ah! Why not the 
Looe soy return dodge? It was not novel ; but many the man 
who had found it work only too well ! é 

He watched his wife narrowly as he announced his intention of 
running down to a friend's rg in the country the following day 
and staying there for the night, and he could have sworn a gleam of 
satisfaction came into her eyes as she listened. . 

He duly departed next morning ; but as the shades of night vere 
falling, crept back like a thief in the dark, and let himself safely 
into the house with his latchkey. 

The sound of soft muffled voices came from the drawing room. 
and with beating heart he crept softly over the carpeted hall, and 
applied an ear to the keyhole. Great Othello! A man's voice was 
distinctly audible within, addressing someone in the most endear- 
ing terms of affection. 

ith murder in his heart, he waited. Presently came the sour 
of kisses and a woman's faint. “ Don’t, George!” 

This was too much for Jellibag. With ao furious oath he turned 
the handle. Zhe door was locked! ; 

For a few moments he hammered madly at it. Then » ith 
superhuman strength he burst open the frail lock with a mighty 
kick, and dashed into the apartment. «cits, BYES 

And what happened? Murder, separation, decree nisi? Nothin: 
of the kind, dear reader. You see, Mrs. Jellibay, had gone over 


to her mother’s, and the lady's maid had embraced the occasion to 
invite her youmg man in to a cosy little tea. f 
And it cost Pottleton a hundred-guinea sealskin to square 
matters when his wife asked for an explanation. 
—_—_—- 


A WHAT-YOU-MAY-CALL.IT. 


Think of a cuckoo; double it in three; add the juice of tye 
bitter almonds and three hard-boiled guinea-pig’s eggs; take aW'"' 
the supplement of to-morrow's Zimes,and what's the pr'e ‘* 
Ostend rabbits ? 


ph ge ee a ee Se Dee 


saturday. December 5, 1826.) 
POOR OLD CHAPPIE. 


g i 
oD rs 


Bertie Swellington. Out, is she? Don’t forget to tell her I called. 
Hortense. I've already told her, monsieur, 
[ Bertie was in a sweet temper when he got back to the club, 


a 


ALPHABETICAL. 


THE newsman has no E Z lot, 
We N V not his gold; 

In D D labours when it’s hot 
And when it’s I C cold. 

He cannot C K chance to rest ; 
He must 8 A to go— 

For N R G to do his best, 
He takes the K Q know. 

When in old A G has to stop, 
ln P © never dies, 

Because U C he cannot drop 
Your “SLOPER” from the skies. 


—_—_——— 


BEZER. 


——e— 


CAAPTER VI. ; 

AT the completion of the signing his contract with the dark- 
complexioned stranger, Bezer found hiinself in a great city and no 
longer old. His eyes were bright, his teeth were sound enough to 
crack nuts, his limbs had renewed their youth, and he felt fit to 
become a football player on the shortest notice. One thing, 
however, remained of his former state—his clothes. He had made 
no stipulations except as regarded his own physical powers, and as 
a result he stood a person in the possession of prime manhood, but 
rigged out in a suit that was not unbecoming toa centenarian, 
but which was wholly unsuitable to his present ag ene 

But the old pockets contained £301 17s, 3d, and Bezer’ décided 


ma fh) 


Shh A? x 
TAS Ne 

Sap lil Wiad AN Za 

ej, cy / 


that some of the money would not be 
injudiciously spent in purchasing a new 
rig out, Poor Bezer's taste had not 
been rejuvenated by his transformation 
and he resolved, with an eye to econo- 
nising his capital, that a suit of second 
hand clothes were good enough for him, 
and ere long at an expenditure of n 
couple of pounds, Bezer was rigged in 
an outfit that was redolent of past hay- 
fields and proclaimed Bezer to be a 
country cousin, and distinctly green. 

Then Bezer eet out to enjoy himself. } 
In his previous youth his enjoyments 
had been mainly found at an occasiounl 
ranky el view there bee wonders 

shape of learned pigs, and fat women . 
and these were enlivened by hopes of pee 
secing someone's head broken in the evening when the day's beer 
began to be effective. But now that Bezer had renewed his 
oe he could find no such amusements. It was not the period 
of the year for fairs just then at the place Bezer happened to be, 
and therefore these joys were unobtainable—except, perhaps, the 

-r. which refreshment is always on tap to those who can pay. 

Bezer felt hot, and a draught of beer seemed to be a grateful and 
A yecgeea| thing ; he also felt hungry, and it occurred to him that 
. eese and bread might add somewhat to the enjoyment of the 

verage. 
; And so. Bezer entered an adjacent public house, and was 
mediately struck with admiration of the golden-haired beauty 
ri 0 engineered the beer pumps—so struck was he that he forget 

is thirst, and stared in open-eyed adoration. 

“Well, sir,” said the young lady in her jug-and-bottle voice. 

a el o'becr,” said Bezer at length. 

he order was smashed down before Bezer, and Bezer 
mechanically lifted the pot to his head and partially obscured his 
countenance in the interior of the pot. Only partially though. 
oo allowed his left optic to have free play round the corner of 
ie pewter receptacie, and with that organ he bestowed a wink on 
the Young woman, who merely giggled. 

The wink, when considered along with Bezec’s real age, might 
certainly have been deemed paternal; but from a person of 
Apparently thirty years of age it was distinctly amorously 
complimentary, and the golden-haired lady accepted it as amusing 
Thee from such an obvious bumpkin, therefore she giggled. 

he giggle attracted the attention of a young man at the other 
counter, and that young man kept an ghearthat eye on Bezer's 
movements, because that young man understood he was the only 
object of the golden-haired lady's atfections. 
\ Bezer again partook of his beer and again he performed the 
preration of half closing one eye. The maiden again giggled, and 
n® moment the young man was at Bezer's side. 

Look here, mister, smell that,” said the young man, wrathfully. 


: “That” was the young man’s fist tightly clenched, and as it was 
astily placed in Aa position for Bezer to smell comfortably it 
rapped briskly on Bezer's nose. 

(Te be continucl next week ) 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX, 


——- 


8ist Coy. R.E., St. Mary's BARRACKS, CHATHAM. 
" November 26th, 1896. 

Dear Sir,—Your letter and the Stoprn's “ Award of Merit” 
safely to hand. It is needless to state how delighted 1 ain with the 
same. I have many prizes and other certificates, but none I 
consider equal to the SLOPER's Award, 1 shall be very pleased at 
a future date to supply the antique pottery for Mildew Court. I 
will forward photo in a few days, Allow me to thank you very 
sincerely for the honour you have bestowed upon me.—Yours 
truly, J. EL. Pearson, F.OS, 

a " (Corporal RE). 
ken oe absent from Chatham could not answer your letter 

:tore, 


OUR LADY’S CORNER. 


CONDUCTED BY LADY Dowpy. 


—e—— 


Mary ANN.—We do not usually undertake to read characters from 
handwriting in this column, but as you have enclosed a five- 
shilling postal order, I don't mind breaking the rule this 
once. You are of a confiding nature and an unsuspicious 
disposition. By the manner in which you don't cross your tees, 
I should imagine that you are very handsome, but somewhat 
extravagant. You are evidently predisposed to ho} nefulness, and 
are not peeegaey disappointed. From the similarity of your 
e’s and i's, and the open loops of your 1's, I_ should judge you to 
be possessed of most of the domestic and social virtures, and 
there is no doubt, from the way in which you sign your name, 
that if you are not already married, you soon will be. 

DUNLOP.—There is some little difference of opinion just at present 
with regard to “the best possible costume for a lady cyclist”; 
and as Jones, the lady's tailor, who makes bloomers ; Madame 
Smythe, who manufactures the divided skirt ; and Brownson & 
Co., the patentees of the “ New Legler's Knickerbock Cycling 
Suit,” all advertise with us, I hardly like to recommend one 
more than the other. I should advise you to go to Battersea 
Park and see which you consider the most graceful. The 
Countess of Jamborough always wears the new knickerbocker, 
but the Duchess of de la Créme prefers the divided skirt, while 
the Princess of Wales, in the seclusion of the private gardens 
behind Buckingham Palace, invariably patronises bloomers, 

LITTLE Siecle it is wrong to walk in without saying 
anything as soon as the door is opened. The usual way is to 
enquire “if Mrs. So-and-so is at home!" so as to give her a 
chance of saying that she isn’t, if she doesn’t want to ree you, 
Yes, etiquette is very troublesome isn't it? but if you find it so, 
what do you think we, unfortunate Society (witha big 8 this 
time if Bs please Mr. Printer) women suffer? 

ELsie.—You are evidently suffering from dyspepsia, and the only 
cure is to diet yourself. You should eat nothing but Bovis 
Bread, with butter from the Irish Farmer's Association, a little 
fish from the Direct Supply Co., or a few slices of meat yee 
from the English Butcher's Syndicate. Your drink should be Dr. 
Dibble’s Cocoa or Parramatta Tea, or Callaspadeapade Coffee, 
no others can be relied on. Just a little Smokeless Whiskey 
well mixed with Yuryevez-Polvolskoi, the new table water, will 
ae be seveehe and—I think that's all l've got to recommend 
this week. 


Ready Monday, December 7th. Twopence. 


ALLY SLOPER’S CRISTIIAS HOLIDAYS. 


Amongst heaps of good things will be found 
A Large Plate by W. F. THoMAs, 


“ALLY SLOPER’'S CHRISTMAS BALL.” 


A Full Page by HaL LUDLOW, 
“*“BOXING NIGHT AT THE ‘FRIV.’”’ 
A Sensational Story by STEPHEN SOMERSET, 


“THE PARK LANE TRAGEDY.” 


A Large Cartoon by W. F. THOMAS, 


“ Ally’s Christmas Stockings.” 


A Comic Song by Mostyn T. PiGoTT, 


‘6A COSTER’S CHRISTMAS CAROL.” 
And dozens of other Festive Pictures and Storics. 
EEE 


SHE WAS SATISFIED. 


TE tall stylishly-attired beauty who had been brought hurriedly 
into the hospital after being knocked down in a street accident 
opened her large languid eyes at last and gazed bewilderingly about 
the ward. Fora few moments she appeared at a loss to account 
for her unusual surroundings, but as the recollection of the disaster 
rradually dawned upon her acattered senses, 0 troubled, anxious 
ook spread itself over her handsome and haughty features, Ina 
feeble voice she called to the nurse to bend over her bedside. “Was 
it,” she asked faintly, “ was it the hansom or the motorcar that ran 
over me?” “The motor,” said the nurse ; * but you really mustn't 
talk.” The fair patient closed her eyes with a sigh of relief. “I— 
I had almost feared it was the hansom,” she murmured ; “but a 
motorcar is quite fashionable, isn’t it?” And with a sweet, soft 
smile she sank into a calm and peaceful sleep. 


——o 


391 
POOR CONSOLATION. 


“ And the landlord says if { don't pay my rent this week he'll sell 
up! eu = Silene Eee mb 
& Capi way 0 t 
Johnny Seokaaave.” pina e Captain and little 


———— 


EXHAUSTING DALLIANCE. 

She was only one-and-twenty, but as stuck up as an art posteron 
the top of a tall bill-sticking station, and nothing pleased her 
better than to have the man that loved her—aye, worshipped her 
and lavished every bob he could lay hands on on her—constantly 
grovelling at her dainty little morocco-covered tootsie-wootsies. 
She used to fall out with him merely for the gratitication of seeing 
him go down on his marrowbones again. 

That's just how it was last Saturday. 

“You positively weary me, Claude,” she exclaimed, petulantly ; 
“how eae times are you going to ask me to marry you?” 

“Julianda,” he replied, in tones of pleading, “ probably not more 
than three or four. One of the other girls whose advertisemente 
I’ve answered looks like business ; it's only a question of how much 
housekeeping-money I'm to allow her. Bear with me till then?” 

“Begone, vile snake!" she hissed, casting his hand away so 
vehemently that, being already on his knees, he lost his balance 
and rolled over on the sleeping cat. She was evidently in dead 
earnest, so, gathering up the cigarettes that had fallen out of his 
watch-pocket, he begoned. 

i 
THE SLOPER RELICS. 
- (Continued. ) 
No. 29.—MEDAL, DAGGER, AND ADMISSION TO THE HAREM 
PRESENTED BY THE SULTAN OF TURKEY. 


NOTA 
Pd Pee Amid | 


When Mr. Gladstone suddenly came across these Relics (for 
ne often takes a turn in A. SLOPER’S wonderful Museum), he. 
started, and would have fainted had not the Eminent been at hand 
with a toothful of Unsweetened. “SLOPER !" said the — states- 


man, re hfully, “I am surprised at you!” “ for, 
William?” “Disgracing your collection with those a nable 
specimens.” “Nay, bear with me a moment, William. That 
medal | intend putting up for sale. With part of the proceeds I 

ruceed to Constantinople——" “And the remainder you will 
shoves upon the persecuted Armenians?” “ What do yow think, 
William?” “You will, of courze, destroy the admission to the 
harem?” “Nay, I shall e use of it.” “Does Mra. Sloper 
know of this?” “Hear me out, William. Ina good cause m 
little woman would trust me anywhere. Who knows but what 
may not find an imprisoned fair Armenian or two in the Caitiff's 
Seraglio.” “Good. 1 never thought of that—but the Dagger?’ 
“T intend to use it if necessary.” “Be not rash.” “1 won't. I 
shall secrete it about me, it may come es? in nipping We a sack 
‘neath the waters of the Bosphorus!” With 9 thoughtful mien 
Mr. Gladstone sought the outer air.—( Zo be continued). 


REGINALD PHLUFFATER “ND TOMMY ATKINS. 


(1) Reginald Phluffater was an awfully swell singer, you know 
—well, he used to charge ladies a guinea for his autograph ; and in 
acertain comic opera he, like A. SLOPERS young friend, Hayden 
Coftin, sang a stirring song to tumultuous applause about 
Tommy Atkina, 


Ve 


(2) It was all about Tommy being a devilish good chap, and 
calling Tommy his brave brother, and drinking Tommy and 
wanting to grasp Tommy's hand. But it was euced awkward 
when Tommy met him in Bond Street and took him at his word 
and poor dear Reginald with his best girl, too! 


eee 


392 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. [ Saturday, December 5, 1896, 
THE “F.O.3." PORTRAIT GALI-FRY, HE HAD TO MAKE A BOLT OF IT. “IT'S AN ILL WIND,” Ete. 


With coal at twenty-four shillings a ton, Browney-Greene finds it 


“HiIG . If was ‘ard up for hexercise, I wouldn't mind cheaper to burn his last summer's sketches, Thus are we 
aeraving an afternoon’ 8 walk round you.” horrors of the one-man-show he threatened to give. wei ruered’the 
MONSTERS OF THE NASTY, VASTY DEEP. THAT'S ALL. 


. No. 458.—Mk. THURLOW H. Jounson, F.O.S, 


“You have coly to look at the illustrious subject 
of this week’s sketch to feel that you are gazing 
upon one of the world’s great men. There is 
intelligence writ large upon his expressive features ; 
the very way his hair curls betokens genius. An 
our hero dues not belie the bright promise of his 
phisivgnomy. Asa musical sketch artist he has won 
fur. himself « far-reaching reputation, which ever 
commands him big audiences and remunerative 
engagements. He is possessed of a wonderful falsetto 
voice, a finished style, nnd an inexhaustible fund 
of wit. Chiefly ‘ause he's a refined and 
humorous entertainer he was created F.O.S. and 
the ‘Sloper Award of Merit.’ sented to him 
November 21st, 1896.°"—Debrett Improced, 


+—— 


DIDN'T LIKE HIS TOGS. DX » Jj 
The bell anemone male and female, the ey 


: ate 9! 
lass fish, and the hammer-tonped eel 
seeking and finding its natural enewy, the rasé-headed nail-plant, all from the 


Mildeweries Aquarium. 


PERSONAL. VALUELESS. 


+ 7.) 
rey 
2 “There's Lord Softleigh; they say he's FS A 
“ Have you heard that cigarette. mortgaged up to his neck.” “Ah! I can “No, this ain't an advertisement for Thinon- 
smoking _ affects the epeech!” quite understand that they wouldn't lend top's Hair Sprouter, it’s Miss Floppie Flylot 
“Yes, and I can quite beliere it.” him anything on his head.” vut ona lark.” 


THE RUMFOOZLERS’ CLUB: ITS MEMPE RS: ve a ol aad ITS ATTENDANTS AND ITS BYE-LAWS. 
0. 7.— A . 


Oh molher, 
A’ dear mother 
come One 

Awd Me NOW — 
Dy or \\\ \ond 


Shtrikes me 
tbhloommn Clubs 
drunk 


So she induced ALLY to get him 
engaged as page at the Rumfooz- 
lers’. It is conjectured that he fills 
the Club scuttle with his hands, 
leaving his thumb-mark on the 
vlates. Stiggles, the club wit, dubs 
im Edward the Black Prints. 


CK KK 
XKKALD 
LSD 


WAYZ 
Oe 


Edward i's healthy el nae on stow away the In matters of the heart aver! ih ie ue 
: Fi , ‘i remnants of a Rumfoozler feast like winking, h t best girl is divinely tall. » makes he 
imbibes a bit, and little Teddie used to fetch her S ? likewise can polish off what is left ‘in the boities rifts of Sons brooches, Uress-atll bangles, beautiful 
from the pub, Mrs, Sloper on one occasion saw Edward's hobby isthecollection and glasses. The club can boast a parson (lately Australian gold rings, port wine, chocolate cream, 
the lad, was taken with him, and would have dressed —_of cigar and cigaretteends. Don’t — unfrocked), who one day was shocked at thestate of and almond ruck. It is wonderful how he manage 
hin i eer sive Lat gr pray him Eawardo, ie other Bays ery, pelea: Edward sea vosid have reported him to the com- it on his salary. Amongst other dut-es . ee 

n ne 1e “page, o! when they see him with the stum mittee, not the youth been told off to i : f : men’ coats—but this by 
his boots was an insurmountable obstacle. of a choice tenpenny ! y home the previous avenieg: pei ca ee the gentlemen's overner 


Fadward’s mother. who washes for Mrs. Sloper, 
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